CAVIARE  TO  CAPITAL

horses abreast, drawing carts, a satisfying sight in
mechanical days. We joined the main road at Karaj.
Occasional villages nestled beside the streams and clung
to steep terraces.

The Elburz mountains, corner stone of the Roof of the
World, once separated Hyrcania from ancient Media.
Snow-crowned Demavend, regally symbolic of the white-
haired Shah himself, stood sentinel over his capital city.
There was once a town called Demavend, where ruled a
Persian tyrant. Two serpents, growing from his shoulders,
demanded to be fed every day with human brains. At
last a youth volunteered to kill him. This accomplished,
he lit a beacon at the summit of the mountain's nineteen
thousand feet, to tell the world. After sunset we saw the
snow gleam a soft pink bloom; afterglow, they say, of
that ancient bonfire.

"Behold the City of the Shadow of God/' said Rumi,
pointing to Teheran. "The Footstool of the King of
Kings. Sir P must set foot in the stirrup of impatience,
and goad himself with the spur of novelty. The sand of
the desert is lightly blown away by a breath. How
much more lightly is the fortune of man swayed by him
who requires the head to bow in tribute? He who speeds
to audience with the Mount of Splendour is honoured. His
face shall be whitened and his consequence increased.
Long may he bask in the sunshine of the Stupendous
Presence."

The idea of the D.P.'S face blanching tickled us. A
smartly-turned-out policeman stopped the car. Non-
chalantly, we waved the crested envelope. He read the
letter, the right way up, took a note of its number and of
our names, and allowed us to proceed in peace.

We were on the right road to Gulaheq, the summer
resort a thousand feet or so above Teheran, when we were
diverted by a stupid peasant boy. He gaily sent us out
of our way across a rough track, bumping and bouncing
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